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	1. Chapter 1

I was walking home from campus to my apartment after classes. The street lights were the only thing that lit my path and the snow cooled my face as I walked. It was a peaceful night and all you could hear was the noise of the wind and cars driving down the street. I put my hands in my armpits to keep them warm and speed walked down the street, my feet getting colder by the second.

I turned down the walkway to my apartment and heard the snow crunching behind me. I turned around and saw nothing but the snow falling and then took a step forward. Once again, the snow crunched.

"Hello!" I yelled. Nothing.

My heart began to beat and I walked faster towards the door and in an instant I felt hands grab my waist and my body slam the ground. I ached all over and tried to lift myself up but was pushed back down. My eyes blinked and when they opened, a man was lying on top of me and sniffing my neck.

"So warm," the man said." So fresh."

I worked on slowing my heart rate down and clenched my fists tight. I had no clue what he intended to do but I was readying myself for anything he was on a mission to achieve.

My body lie limp as the man licked my throat and dug his nails into my arms. I felt a sharp pain on my neck and let out a gasp, this made the man laughed. He picked my back up and the sharp pain spread to the whole left of my throat. I looked down at the snow and saw my blood dye it with its crimson color. My eyes began to close and I felt my breathes cutting short.

I woke in my home on my couch with a cup of coffee and a granola bar on the coffee table. I shot straight up and saw a different man on the recliner.

"Who are you?" I asked, my throat feeling dry.

The man stood up and slowly walked over to the couch then sat by my feet.

"I'm Quincey." He answered with his hand out.

I took it and shook his hand then began to work my way off the couch.

"You need to rest," said Quincey.

Quincey helped me upstairs to my room and I continued to not say a thing.

"How are you feeling?" He asked, trying to lay me down on my bed.

I slipped through his arms and ran to my bathroom and locked the door.

"What do you want with me?" I asked.

"I saved you from that man. I want to know if you are ok." Quincey answered.

I opened the door and slowly walked out. Quincey was sitting on my bed and stood up.

"So are you ok?" Quincey asked.

"I don't know." I answered, clearly disoriented. "I need to take a shower. Um… you can stay if you want. Wait downstairs."

Quincey nodded and walked out the door, closing it behind him.

I walked downstairs after my shower and saw Quincey waiting patiently on the recliner. He stood up and walked towards me but I took a step back.

"How did you find me?" I asked, holding one hand out.

"I saw the man draining you of your blood and I… " Quincey answered.

"Did you kill him?"

Quincey nodded.

I walked forward and stared at him. He stared at me.

"What was he?" I asked.

"I don't think you're read-"

"Answer me." I cut Quincey off.

We walked to my kitchen and I made myself some coffee while Quincey was sitting at the counter.

"So answer me. What was he?" I asked.

"Would you really like to know?" Quincey asked.

I turned around and nodded.

"Well…" Quincey paused."Have you heard of vampires?"

I spit some of my coffee, laughing.

"I'm being serious." Quincey said sternly.

"Well yes, I've heard of them but that was most likely some crazy cult member. We don't really have a shortage of those." I chuckled.

"No. Not some crazy cult, actual bloodsucking vampires."

I put my coffee down and wiped my face.

"So what does he want from me?" I asked.

"You're blood." Quincey answered.

I walked back into the living room and laid down on the couch, Quincey followed.

"What is your name?" Quincey asked. "I told you mine now tell me yours."

"It's Elizabeth." I answered.

"Beautiful name."

"Thanks. I was born with it."

Quincey chuckled and sat down by my feet.

"So will you be alright for the day?" He asked.

I nodded and put a pillow under my head.

Quincey stood up and walked towards the door then I hopped off the couch.

"If I need you again how will I contact you?" I asked.

Quincey smiled and looked at me," I'll be around." He said as he walked out the door.


	2. Chapter 2

A week later I was sitting in my pottery class forming clay when my professor interrupted us.

"We've a new student." She said, hardly going into much detail.

I ignored her and continued forming my clay then felt a hand touch my shoulder. I looked up and Quincey was smiling at me. I was shocked to say the least. First this man saves me and now I am going to college with him so needless to say the week had been a strange one. Quincey put on a smock and cut up a slab of clay then began to work it with his hands.

"What are you doing here?" I asked quietly.

"I'm keeping an eye on you. I still think you aren't ok." Quincey answered.

"So you go to the extent of stalking me?"

"Not exactly."

I scoffed and continued to sculpt the clay and got more and more nervous. I set my tools aside and walked out to the hall and ran to the bathroom. My hands shook and I felt this uncontrollable feeling of fear ball up inside me. "What is going on?" I asked myself. I washed my face and paced back and forth on the tile. "What does he want with me?" I thought.

I walked back into the class and washed my hands. Quincey was still standing at the counter pinching the clay. I slowly walked over and took in deep breathes as I did.

"Are you alright?" Quincey asked.

"Just fine." I nervously answered.

"You don't seem ok."

"Well…" I paused, swallowing my spit." I'm ok."

When class was over I rushed out of the classroom and to the elevator then got in. When I got to the first floor and I ran outside and down the street towards my apartment. I felt the taste of iron and salt build in my throat but I refused to stop. My foot slipped on ice and I face planted, my books flew everywhere.

"You are a mess." I heard Quincey say.

I decided not to move and heard Quincey pick up my papers and backpack.

"Come on." He urged.

I continued to lay on the cold, snowy ground until I felt Quincey's hands wrap around my back and legs and I closed my eyes. "This isn't happening." I thought to myself.

Quincey walked me back to my apartment and opened the doors. He stood me up and took off my coat then turned up the heat.

"Why are you still terrified?" Quincey asked.

I coughed and sniffled,"why are you stalking me?" I asked.

"I'm not stalking you," said Quincey."I'm watching over you."

"Why?"

"Well, the last time we met you said you were ok but I didn't believe you and I still don't."

Quincey sat me down on the couch then sat next to me.

"I assume you have many questions, Elizabeth." He sighed.

"Well for one, why are you so worried about me being scared still?"

"That's obvious. Someone like you going through that would be in a much darker place but you choose to bottle it up so it concerns me."

"Why does it concern you?"

"Because I saved you from the horror and I feel like you know I'm the only one you can talk to."

I got up and walked to my bedroom and Quincey followed. I grabbed a black t-shirt and some black pajama pants. I put them on as well as my slippers then walked down to my kitchen, Quincey still followed.

"I still feel like you have another motive." I said.

"And what would that be?" Quincey asked.

"I don't know I just feel like there is something you aren't telling me."

Quincey shook his head and sat down at the counter.

"I guess I am trying to read you. So far all I know is that you're still scared of me as well as being here alone and that you're handling it terribly but I cannot, for the life of me, read anything else."

I sipped my warm green tea and sat across from him.

"Maybe that's a good thing, you not being able to read me." I said.

"Why is that?" Quincey asked.

"You'd be lost. It would be like trying to walk through a maze."

We sat and talked for another hour or so and I began to feel tired. Every bone in my body still ached and my head throbbed.

"I'm exhausted. I think I'm going to take a nap." I told Quincey as I got up to walk into the living room.

"Do you need me to watch you?" Quincey asked.

"Wow, that was fucking creepy."

"I didn't mean it like…" Quincey paused. "I wasn't trying to be creepy. I'm just concerned."

"Don't be. You have no obligation to worry about me."

I laid down on the couch and pulled out a quilt from the ottoman. Quincey stared at me, clutching his hands together and we stared at one another.

"What?" I asked.

"Are you sure you don't need anyone here.?" Quincey asked.

"I mean. If you want to stay I guess you can if you really feel that strongly that it is your duty to keep an eye on me. It's pretty much up to you." I answered while turning on the TV. I felt completely drained and allowing him to stay seemed simple.

I stood back up and pulled out the couch that was really a futon and laid blankets down.

"If you want to sleep here, have at it." I said to Quincey.


	3. Chapter 3

I had winter vacation so I decided to go home to my brother. Quincey insisted he wanted to come but I explained to him that I was safe with my brother and to not worry. When I came to my brothers home I saw his children playing outside and his wife, Melody, cooking in the kitchen. I parked the car and was bombarded with children.

"Hello, Aunt Elizabeth!" Lillian exclaimed.

Travis was just beginning to speak so slurs of multiple different words morphed together into one baby sentence. I smiled and hugged them both then heard Henry laughing.

"They missed you." Henry said.

I nodded awkwardly and walked towards Henry then hugged him tight.

"It's nice to see you." Henry whispered.

"It's…" My throat choked up." It's nice to see you too, big brother."

We walked inside and Henry's wife, Melody, gave me a hug as well.

"It's so nice to see you. I made you a care package." Melody sang.

I smiled once more and sat down at the counter.

"So Elizabeth, how has college been?" Henry asked.

"Oh, you know…" I paused. "Productive."

"How so?"

"I seems to often keep me distracted which is good and I enjoy what I'm learning."

Henry's face went from happiness to sadness.

"Elizabeth." He said, his voice broken.

"It's fine, Henry. I'm fine."

"No you aren't." Henry sighed." Are you still going to that therapist I recommended."

I shook my head.

"Elizabeth." Henry groaned.

"What? You expect me to talk to some stranger about my issues? I'm not up for that. I'm not ready for his." Henry held my hands in his and kissed my forehead.

"You're right." He sighed. "I can't expect too much from you. I want you to enjoy yourself while you're here."

I walked up to the bathroom and took some of my anti-depressants that Henry kept around then walked down to the living room.

"Is aunty sad again?" I heard Lillian ask in the kitchen.

"Yes, sweety." Henry answered.

"Why is she always sad? It makes me sad."

"She's gone through some tough stuff, Lilly dear." Melody answered.

"I wish she was happy."

"Me too." Henry said with a sigh.

I walked into the kitchen with a smile on my face and plopped my bag on the table. Henry and Melody looked at me confused and Travis and Lillian walked over to the table.

"What's in the bag?" Lilly asked.

"What des bagsmpf?" Travis asked asked as well.

I opened it and handed Lilly one object and told her to open it. Lilly was obsessed with mermaids and squealed when she unwrapped her present. I made her a sculpture of the little mermaid, Ariel, and Lillian freaked. Travis was excited as well but then looked confused as to why. I took another object out of the bag and handed him a wooden car that I had painted and sculpted as well. Travis made a car revving its engine noise and ran into the living room. Lilly ran up to her room and squealed all the way there. Henry walked over to the table and hugged me.

"What?" I asked.

"It's just the little things you do that make those kids happy." Henry answered.

I smiled and sipped my tea.

Henry and I walked to the living room and I sat on his sofa while he sat on his chair.

"So what else has been going on?" Henry asked.

"Not too much. Just trying to stay busy." I answered.

"Elizabeth Sommers you are a terrible liar."

"Ugh." I sighed." Well I am currently living with someone I guess."

Henry's eyes widened."Really?"

"Yes. His name is Quincey and he saved me from this pretty intense situation and now he feels the need to watch over me."

"How well do you know this guys?"

"Not much at all. All I know is that he is worried about my well being and he also goes to my college."

"Do you like him?" Henry asked with a grin.

I scowled and shook my head. "No, you turd, I guess at this point he may be a friend. I don't even know."

"Do you think he's attractive? Are you interested?"

"I'm not interested, no. I don't exactly have the time for a relationship right now anyways."

"Would you like to know what I think?" Henry asked as he bit into a chip.

"Humor me." I invited.

"I think that if you found someone who you like or are even able to eventually love I think you'd be much happier."

"I don't know, maybe. I have more important things to worry about right now though."


	4. Chapter 4

When I returned home, Quincey was still there waiting for me. He had cleaned the house and made sure that it was warm and smelt nice for my arrival. I'd be lying if I said that it didn't feel nice. I set my bags down and took my boots and coat off. Quincey came out of the kitchen and smiled.

"You're home," said Quincey." How was your trip?"

"It was nice." I simply said.

"You're very quiet." Quincey said with a sigh.

I nodded and half-smiled."I know," I responded.

Quincey brought my things upstairs after he set down a cup of hot coco for me on the coffee table. I sat and drank it and saw Quincey run downstairs.

"So how was your brothers?" Quincey asked.

"Why do you care?" I asked, sipping the coco.

"I'm just curious. Why are you so negative?"

"Why aren't you."

Quincey crossed his arms and let out a sign, "you are the ultimate drama queen when you want to be, Elizabeth."

"I'm not dramatic," I defended.

"You could have fooled me. It's rather annoying."

I rolled my eyes and drank from my cup then stood and crossed my arms as well. I started Quincey in the eyes and glared.

"Why are you still here?" I asked.

"Because you clearly are still in a disoriented state." Quincey answered, walking closer to me.

"I'm perfectly fine. You don't even know me."

"Maybe, but I know something that you won't accept, little girl!" Quincey yelled.

"Oh, enlighten me then since you have all the damn answers!" I yelled back.

Quincey walked right up in front of me and we both glared at each other.

"You need someone and I know it. You still reflect on what happened and you're in denial of your own confusion. You choose not to accept issues and instead bottle them up and it makes you hateful and sad, things you don't want to be. You won't let people in because you don't understand yourself just yet," Quincey stopped and took a breath." You don't know it but you need to be saved. You won't accept that. Tell me, how many friends have you made in your lifetime?"

"My only friend has been my brother." I answered.

"Why is that?"

"Because I guess he makes me feel safe and plus I don't have time for friends."

"There is where you are wrong, Elizabeth. You have all the time in the world to make friends but it scares you. I'm willing to be your friend because for some reason I've concerned myself with you. I've given you my time of day and yet you're still a stuck up brat."

I turned around and sat on my couch and wrapped myself up in the quilt. QUincey walked over and sat next to me.

"It's up to you, if I stay or leave." Quincey said.

I thought for a moment, letting myself reflect on his words, "how am I supposed to trust you?"

"Give me the chance. I'm willing to be your friend if you're willing to accept that I care."

I felt a tear run down my face and Quincey wiped it off with his thumb. I rubbed my eyes and swallowed.

"You can stay if you'd like," I invited."It's kind of grey without you here anyways."

Quincey smiled and grabbed my hand, "thank you."

We ate dinner and I fell asleep on Quincey's chest on the couch. I woke around one in the morning and Quincey was still awake.

"Why don't you sleep?" I asked, Quincey didn't answer.

I sat up and his eyes were glazed over and blood was dripping out of his mouth. I fell backwards off the couch and screamed. Quincey's eyes became bloodshot and he stared right at me. I wanted to run but my body wouldn't move and the more I screamed the more he moved forward. Quincey grabbed my head and bit right into my neck. I felt my blood trickle down my arm then everything went black.

I woke up and saw I was off the couch and had tears all over my face. Quincey was asleep on the recliner and there was no trace of blood. I continued to weep but then began to laugh. "It was a dream," I thought to myself. I looked up and Quincey was awake, staring at me.

"Are you alright?" He asked.

I nodded and wiped my eyes, "just a bad dream, that's all."

Quincey stood up and walked over to me, putting his hand out to help me up. I grabbed it and stood then QUincey hugged me.

"Do you need to talk about it?" Quincey asked.

I shook my head and smiled then walked up to my room. Quincey tucked me in then left my room, closing the door behind him.


	5. Chapter 5

Over the past few days Quincey and I hardly spoke. We would come home from college, eat, then sleep, repeating that process everyday. I felt like I made him angry and honestly, I was angry with myself. It had never occurred to me that maybe if I opened up then it would make things easier. I guess it was needed to be said out loud for me to finally realize it.

Both Quincey and I sat on the couch while watching the news but we never spoke a word. I could only hear the sound of his breathing and the occasional sniffle or cough. I noticed Quincey look over at me from the corner of my eye but I pretended I wasn't paying attention. He got up and turned off the TV and I watched as he did then I stood up as well.

"Why'd you do that?" I asked.

"We need to talk about it." Quincey answered.

"I agree. What would you like to talk about specifically."

"Ok. You made me mad but I realize that there may be reasons for why you are who you are and why you act the way you do."

"Yes but I also wanted to apologize. I'm sorry for being such a bitch. It isn't necessary to act like one especially when you're trying."

"Good. This is progress," Quincey said with a smile."I want to know why you are the way you are. I want to know more about you."

I agreed and we both sat back down on the couch.

"What would you like to know?" I asked.

"Why are you such a sad human being?" Quincey asked. "If it's alright for me to know the reason…"

"Well," I took a deep breath in." I don't think I've ever told you how my mother died."

Quincey shook his head, "no, you haven't."

"Ok, well when I was six me and my brother would have to stay in our rooms while our father drank because he got violent and would hit us. A common trait in drunks. I'm not sad about this though, because it was expected. We knew he would get angry but then one night, everything went to shit."

"Ok…"

"Well, so. I heard my father hitting my mother and then smelt smoke and more screaming. I saw my father run out of the house while me and Henry were playing and I ran to hide in the closet. My mother came out screaming and I was terrified then my lungs began to itch and it got harder to breathe. My mother told Henry to run outside and told me to come out of hiding. I was too scared to move and when my mother found me she threw me out the door as I watched her get engulfed by flames and she kept screaming my name and I just… It haunts me. Every single day and when I sleep and dream all it is is nightmares."

"How did the fire start?"

"My father, is how the fire started. He threatened her and she tried to stop him so he lit the curtains and the carpet on fire which took no time to catch to the rest of our house."

Quincey and I sat in silence for a moment and then he smiled.

"What?" I asked.

"It wasn't your fault," Quincey answered. "I know you think it is but there is nothing you could have done."

"If I hadn't hidden she wouldn't have caught and…"

"It wasn't your fault, Elizabeth," Quincey cut me off.

"You don't get it though. I set things in motion and it ended in the better of my two parents, dying."

"It's often how the world works. I've lost mother too and a slightly similar way but I don't blame myself. You were her first priority and you should feel grateful for that."

I shrugged and looked down at my hands and tried to stop them from shaking.

Quincey put my face in his hands and smiled at me. I felt a tear run down my face and his thumb wiped it off.

"Everything will be alright. I promise you this," Quincey assured.

"Everyone always says that and does it ever really work out? No, it doesn't. And I know why that is and it's because people are destined to fail and life is destined to get harder." I complained.

"Yes, those things are true but I promise you I will be here for you every step of the way and I will protect you. I will dry your tears and make sure that you only feel warmth from me."

"Why do you care so much?"

"Because I can call you my friend and you are a broken girl."


	6. Chapter 6

A month had gone by without too much excitement. I agree that I was happier and it was a change to me. I hardly felt sad anymore and when I was, Quincey was there…

I came home from school one evening and noticed that Quincey had left a note. It told me he was headed home for the week to speak with his father about some celebration happening. I was scared to be left alone but I would manage. Quincey left the house warm and cleaned up a bit. I took my coat and boots off and laid down on the couch then turned on the TV.

It didn't take long for me to pass out and when I woke the house was dark and it was night time. I got off the couch and noticed there was blood on the flood and saw that there was a cut in my wrist. "I must have done this by accident," I thought to myself. The kitchen light turned on and I let out a small squeal. The light turned back off and I heard footsteps walk towards the kitchen entryway so I jumped back onto the couch and pretended to sleep.

The walking got closer to the couch and I could hear breathing. I slowly opened my eyes and saw a man staring down at me and watched as his eyes peered up and down my body and he smiled.

"Little girl, I know you're awake. Quit this charade." His voice roared.

I opened my eyes more and saw his were bright red and I froze. He lifted up my arm and licked it while smiling.

"Who are you," I asked."What do you want?"

The man laughed and bit into my wrist and the feeling of lightheadedness came rushing back. I heard the door burst open and I saw Quincey lunge at the man and his eyes were the same red color. His teeth grew into fangs and they lodged themselves into the man's throat. I screamed and ran up to my room.

The sound of glass breaking and objects tipping over died down in seconds and I heard footsteps walk upstairs.

"Elizabeth, it's me," said Quincey.

I was crying now as I felt the fear sweep over me and my heart beat at a million miles per hour.

"What are you!" I screamed.

"Elizabeth, I'm going to come in now…"Quincey said.

I picked up my pistol from my bed side table and watched as Quincey walked into my room. He held his hands in front of his head and half-smiled at me, trying to calm me down.

"What are you?" I asked again.

"Put that down, Elizabeth." Quincey demanded.

"Not until I know everything."

Quincey put his arms back down and stood in the doorway. I continued to point the gun at him and my hands shook.

"I can't leave you alone for more than a couple of hours and you're back at square one." Quincey joked.

"I am in no mood to laugh right now, Quincey." I cried.

"I know you must be scared but I'm not going to hurt you. I promise."

"Why should I trust you?"

"Because if I wanted to hurt you I would have by now."

I wiped my eyes and slowly set the gun down, still watching Quincey in the doorway.

"What are you?" I asked again.

"I'm sure that you have an idea, Elizabeth."

"But you can't be. You seems so human and you have been living with me and…"

"I care about you, this doesn't change that."

I sat down on my bed and dried my face with my blanket. QUincey walked forward slowly and sat down across from me.

"Why haven't you hurt me?" I asked.

"I don't want to. Haven't you been listening?" Quincey said, frustrated.

"How can I trust you after this?"

Quincey slowly moved forward and I pulled the blankets up.

"Don't come any closer!" I yelled.

"Just… trust me, Elizabeth." Quincey whispered.

Quincey sat down next to me and ran his fingers through my hair and I flinched as he did it. He slowly moved his hand down and ran his fingers across my cheek and down my neck.

"I have no intention to hurt you. You have to believe me." Quincey whispered.

"Why do I have to?" I asked.

"Because I…"Quincey paused.

"Because you what?

"I care for you."

I rolled my eyes and scoffed, "you always say that."

"I don't just care for you though," Quincey paused again. "I love you, Elizabeth."

My eyes widened and I stared at Quincey and he stared at me. My face began to heat up and my heart began to beat much faster.

"What?" I asked again, hoping I had heard wrong.

"I love you." Quincey said with a smile.

My heart was racing now and my hands shook.

"I love you too, Quincey." My voice shook as I said this as well as my hands.

Quincey smiled and laid his forehead softly on mine.

We sat there for a second and my throat began to tighten up again.

"Please don't lie to me, Quincey. If you are lying to me I won't be able to handle it and I just… I don't know…" I said as my eyes began welling up again.

Quincey shook his head and his eyes looked worried, "no no no no no, Elizabeth. Please don't cry. I promise you I'm not lying. I swear it and I will swear it as much as you want. I've wanted to say this for a while now. Ever since we had that fight when you got home from your brothers. I love you, Elizabeth Sommers."

We sat there is silence and all I felt was warmth. My body felt soft and I was tense. It was a good kind of irritation and I was happy.

"Elizabeth," Quincey whispered.

"Yes," I whispered back.

"Look at me."

I looked up and Quincey placed both of his hands on either side of my face and smiled.

"You are beautiful." He complimented.

I began to blush and tried to look back down but Quincey lifted my face up again. He brought his face closer to mine and tilted his head. My heart was racing faster now and my breaths were cut short. Quincey closed his eyes and pressed his lips to mine. I closed my eyes as well and let my tense body ease. I felt his tongue lick the edges of my lips and he tasted sweet; his scent was inviting and his touch made my body shiver.

When we stopped we stared into each other's eyes and smiled at one another.

"Quincey?" I asked.

"Yes, Elizabeth?" Quincey asked.

"What will we do now?"

"We love one another. That was my intention."

Quincey kissed me again and held my hand.


End file.
